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ACT  I.  SCENE,  The  'Park.  ■ 
Enter  Young  Rakifh  and  meetings 

Yeung  Rakifh. 

'EA'R.  Friendly  ! 

Friend.  Ha!  yack  Raid  ft)!  how 
goes  the  V/orld  \  What  fays  the 
old  S{?ark  your  Father,  does  his 
»ood  Humour  hold  fciil  ? 

Young  Rak.  His  Humour’s  in¬ 
deed  the  fame,  though  1  cannot  fay  much  for 
the  Goodnefs  of  it. 

Fy  •lend.  How  fo  !  are  not  you  as  free  with 
him,  as  you  us’d  to  be  ?  , 

Yom'igRak.  Yes,  and  he’s  as  free  with  me 
too;  the  iioul  of  me  at  leaff,  my  Pleafures  I 

A  4  mean; 


8  7be  School  Boy. 

mean  ;  of  all  the  Vices  this  Town  affords,  and 
(Heaven  blefs  the  Pveformers)  there’s  a  pretty 
confiderable  Stock  ffill  left,  I  can’t  keep  one 
to  mylelf  for  him  ;  he  out-does  me  at  my  own 
Weapons :  out-drinks  me,  out-whores  me, 
out-fvvears  me,  out-lies  me,  out-wits  me,  and 

(which  I’ll  never  forgive  him) - he  out-lives 

me  too. 

F)iencL  That  indeed  may  be  the  worft  Part 
of  your  Fortune.  What,  has  he  not  iiicreafed 
your  Allowance  yet? 

Young  Rak.  I'he  Title  of  it  he  has,  but 
my  Income  is  much  lefs  than  ever  it  was. 

Friend.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

Young  Rak.  Why,  he  has  obliged  me,  upon 
making  it  up  'i'wo  Hundred  Pounds  a  Year,  * 
to  play  with  him  every  Quarter  for  Fifty  Pounds, 
at  Piquet  or  Backgammon ;  both  which  he 
underffands  fo  much  better  than  I,  that  I  con- 
ftantly  receive  my  Rent  in  nothing  but  Re- 
piques,  Capotts,  Gamons,  and  Doublets. 

Friend.  Why  at  this  Rate,  he  allows  you  no¬ 
thing  at  all. 

Young  Rak.  Not  fo  much  as  the  Deal  or  the 
Dice,  by  "Jvpiter. 

Friend.  How  can  you  live  without  Money  ? 

Young  Rak.  Faith  I  am  heartily  weary  of  it, 
and  was  this  Minute  thinking  of  a  Project  to 
bring  him  to  better  Articles. 

Friend.  Can  I  affift  you  ? 

Young  Rak.  I  can’t  tell  but  you  may  :  You 
muft  know  I  am  (or  may  be  at  lead)  his  Rival 
in  my  Lady  Manlove.  She  has  given  me  En¬ 
couragement,  which  he  is  fometimes  very  un- 
cafy  at ;  now  I  have  no  W ay  fo  likely  to  carry 

mv 
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Point,  as  by  flatly  telling  him,  unlefs  he  im¬ 
mediately  complies,  I  am  poiitively  refolv’d  to 
purfue  my  Fortune  there. 

Friend.  You  could  not  have  thought  better  ; 
ftand  to  it  ftoutly,  I  warrant  you  bring  ban 
j  down,  to  the  Ready  down. 

1  '  '  Young  E-dk.  D’ye  think  fo?  Egad,  old  Gen¬ 
tleman,  look  to  yoiirfelf,  or  I  may  chance  to 
jump  into  the  Saddle  before  you.  But  Re, 

1  here  he  comes;  Ten  to  One  he  is  now  going 
I  to  vlfit  her. 

'  Friend.  Hark  you,  fuppofe  you  give  me  leave 
to  try  his  Good-nature  firft;  you’ll  then  have 
a  fairer  Excufe  for  taking  his  Miifrefs  from 
I  him. 

Young  Rak.  With  all  my  Heart :  I’ll  be  near 
i  enough  in  the  next  Walk  to  over-hear  you ;  but 
(  if  you  can  make  nothing  of  him.  I’ll  ev’n  attack 
j  him  myfelf,  and  come  down  Point  Blank  to 
I  the  Bufmefs, 

Friend.  Away.  [Exit. 

\  Enter  Major  Rakilh,  finging. 

Maj.  Toll,  toll,  dum,  dum,  - Ha! 

(  my  little  how  is  it? 

:  Friend.  At  your  Service,  Major:  You’re  brisk 

j  and  hearty  ftilJ,  I  fee;  how  does  your  Son, 
i  pray  ^ 

Maj.  O  !  a  fad  Dog !  the  Boy’s  ruin’d,  flrip’d, 

’  flrip’d  every  Day!  I'he  Puppy  will  play,  tho’ 

I  he  knows  no  more  of  the  Lay  than  a  Milkwo- 
j  man:  Why  Yefterday,  now,  I  paid  him  Fifty 
I  Pounds  for  his  Quartridge,  I  warrant  by  this 
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Time,  the  Bubble  has  not  fo  much  as  a  fingle 
G  uinea  to  play  at  Even  and  Odd  with. 

Friend.  He  tells  me,  that  you  always  ftrlp 
him,  and  have  oblig’d  him  to  play  with  you 
once  a  Quarter. 

Maj.  T  hat’s  true,  foril  I  did  not  take  Care, 
he  v/ould  be  throwing  it  away  next  Minute: 
So  I  am  forced  to  oblige  him  to  play  with  me, 
tho’  I  know  the  Dog  would  rather  any  Scoun¬ 
drel  fhould  win  it  than  his  Father. 

Friend,  But  this  is  allowing  him  nothing  in 
the  End,  Major. 

Maj,  Nothing !  why  don’t  I  pay  him  con- 
Eantly,  every  Qiiarter? 

Friend.  Ay,  but  you  conftantly  ftrip  him  every 
Q^iarter:  Faith,  Major,  this  Way  will  but  drive 
him  to  fome  Extravagance  at  lad. 

Maj.  Extravagance*  a  Hang-dog!  Has  not 
Nature  given  him  a  ftrong  Back?  Let  him  live 
by  that,  or  let  him  do  as  i  did,  turn  Beau,  and 
live  upon  Lick;  let  him  be  civil  to  his  Laun- 
drefs,  fay  foft  Things  to  his  Sempdref-,  help  his 
Taylor  to  Cuftom,  dine  with  my  Lord  Open- 
hoiife.^  bilk  his  Lodgings,  and  now  and  then 
lliarp  a  Play  in  the  Side-Box. 

Friend.  I'his,  I  know,  he’s  very  often  forc’d 
to  do;  but  I  believe  he’s  heartily  weary  on’t; 
for  I  heard  him  fay  lately,  he  had  fome  Thoughts 
of  marrying  my  Lady  Manlove:  Now,  in  "my 
Op  inion,  fhe  wou’d  be  a  much  properer  Match 
for  you;  therefore  I  would  even  advife  you  to 
pay  him  his  Allowance  clear,  and  let  him  quit 
his  Pretences  to  her. 

Maj.  His  Pretences,  a  poor  Dog!  from 
what!  hisEdate!  Three  Shirts,  Twm  Wiers, 

and 
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and  a  SnufF-Box;  does  the  Noufe  Crov/n  think 
to  frighten  me  there,  Fll  try  that  prefently. 
I II  viftt  her  this  Minute;  the  Dog  fhall  ftarve 
this  Twelve-month  for  his  Impudence. 

E7iter  Toung  Rakifh. 

^  oungT^rti.  Say  you  fo,  old  Gentleman !  Nay, 
then  ’tis  time  to  look  about  me,  Sir. 

[Pulls  the  Major  by  the  Sleeve. 

Maj,  Ha!  art  thou  there,  my  dear  Smock- 
face  ? 

Young  Rak.  If  you’re  not  in  extraordinary 
Hafte,  may  I  beg  the  P'avour  to  know  whither 
you’are  going  ? 

Moj.  Why  doil  thou  afk,  my  Chicken  ? 

^  oung  Rak.  Becaufe,  Sir,  I  have  feme  Rea- 
fon  to  believe  it  may  be  to  my  Lady  Manlovc ; 
therefore  I  thought  fit  to  inform  you,  it  would 
not  be  a  very  proper  time.  Sir,  for  Pm  goino- 
thither  myfelf. 

Maj.  Ad  fo,  that’s  true,  I  hear  thou’rt  goino- 
to  marry  her. 

Young  Rak.  Tht’s  as  I  fhall  think  fit,  Sir. 

Maj.  Hah !  haft  thou  nothing  elfe  to  fay  to, 
me,  my  dear  Dacky? 

Young  Sir,  if  you  have  any  Thoughts 
of  going,  in  plain  Terms  I  ftian’t  care  to  fee  you 
there. 

Maj.  Hah  ! 

Young  For  my  Bufinefswith  her  is  pri- , 
vate. 

Alaj.  Is  it? 

Young  Rak.  Therefore  your  Company  will 
but  difturb  us,  Sir. 

Maj. 
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Maj.  Diftarb  you,  ha  ! 

Young  Rak.  I  hear,  Sir,  you  make  Pretences 
there. 

Maj.  Doft  thou? 

Young  Rak.  And  I  advife  you  as  a  Friend,  to 
give  them  over. 

Maj.  Say  no  more,  my  little  Dacky.  [Going. 

Young  Rak.  Sir,  I  have  a  great  deal  more  to 
fay. 

Maj.  Say  it. 

Young  Rak.  In  fliort,  Sir,  I  find  your  Good¬ 
nature  and  my  f'ortune  are  lb  very  low,  that 
I  am  refolvcd  to  marry  her. 

Maj.  To  marry  her! - Very  good - 

But  upon  Condition  1  will  pay  thee  thy  Two 
Hundred  Pounds  a  Year  conftantly,  Tax  and 
Play  free,  thou  art  willing  to  renounce  all 
Claim  to  her,  ha!  Is’t  not  fo,  my  little 
Come,  fpeak,  you  dear  blufliing  Rogue,  you, 
Ipeak. 

Young  Rak.  Look  you,  Sir,  in  Confideration 
that  you  are  my  Father,  and  one  I  w^ould  not 
willingly  be  a  Rival  to,  make  it  Four  Hundred 
a  Year,  and  PI]  have  no  more  to  fay  to  her. 

Maj,  Four  Hundred,  my  Child  I  wilt  thou 
Tate  me  nothino;? 

Young  Pm  at  a  Word,  Sir. 

Maj.  At  a  Word,  my  little  Dacky!  Nay, 
then  for  a  quiet  Life,  do  you  fee,  1  will  give, 
I  will  give  thee,  let  me  fee,  what?  Oh  1  the 
Devil  a  Groat,  my  WhIq  Da. ky  !  bye  AW,  Toll, 
Toll.  [Exit  finging. 

Friend.  Faith,  ^ack^  this  I  confefs  is  pro¬ 
voking;  W'hat  will  you  do? 

Young  ivr//-.  Be  rCvcngT,  and  rival  him  this 
Moment.  Friend, 
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Friend.  Can  I  ferve  you  ? 

Young Can  you  lend  me  your  Lodorino-s 
this  Afternoon,  if  a  Man  fhou’d  have  Occafion 
for  ’em  ? 

Friend,  Any  thing  I  have  is  at  your  Service. 

^  Young  Rak.  I  thank  you,  dear  Ned^  Adieu: 
If  I  fucceed,  you  fliali  hear  from  me. 

Friend.  Good  Luck  to  you. 

Young Let  me  fee !  Here  have  I  Revenge, 
a  good  Lflate,  Marriage,  and  an  old  Woman, 
all  together  in  one  Difh.  Now  to  confult  my 
Stomach  a  little;  Revenge  is  a  pretty  hollow 
Bit,  that’s  the  Truth  on’t;  and  Fifteen  Hundred 
pounds  a  Year  is  well  enough  for  a  Rar vino- 
young  Fellow  to  piddle  upon.  But  then  again^ 
Marriage  is  Hell,  and  an  old  Woman  is  the 

Devil - Well,  and  what’s  a  young  one? 

The  fame,  after  a  Month’s  PofTeffion.  Old^ 
would  file  were  P'ourfcore,  for  Egad,  upon 
fecond  Thoughts,  when  a  Adan  is  to^be  noofed, 
who  the  Devil  would  complain  to  be  tied  up 
in  a  rotten  Halter.  [Fvii 


S  C  E  N  ^ 


ne  School-Boy. 


N 

SCENE  II. 

'  Lady  Manlove’j  Houfe, 


Enter  Lettice  and  Betty. 

EMy.WjI.l.'L,  Lettice^  thou  llv’ft  in  a  rare 
Family  here;  thou  wilt  certainly 
yick  up  a  Fortune,  and  that’s  the  Thing,  you 
know,  that  picks  up  a  Hufband. 

Lett.  Nay,  1  have  no  Reafon  to  complain  of 
my  Lady’s  Humour;  for  at  any  time  if  I  have 
but  a  Mind  to  a  Suit  of  Knots,  or  a  Gown  of 
a  Week’s  Wear  only,  ’tis  but  commending  her 
Shape  or  Complexion  in  a  contrary  Colour,  and 
the  Bufinefs  is  done. 

Bet.  And  if  you  have  but  a  warm  Intrigue 
to  entertain  her  with,  her  Soul’s  your  own. 

Lett.  Right;  Did  I  never  tell  you  how  fhe 
ferved  an  amorous  Book  of  Major  Rakijh\  T'o- 
Day  ? 

Bet.  Nohow  was  it,  pr’ythce? 

Lett.  Youmuft  know,  he  recommended  one 
of  Scarron's  Novels  to  her;  but  withal  told  her 
one  particular  Page  in  it  was  a  little  fmutty. 

Bet.  So  ! 

Lett.  Upon  which  fhe  very  difcrcetly  defired 
him  to  double  It  down,  thatflie  might  be  fure 
to  avoid  it ;  but  when  fhe  return’d  the  Book^ 
that  poor  Leaf  was  more  thumb’d  and  blurr’d, 
than  the  Beginning  of  a  School-Boy’s  Acci¬ 
dence.  Bet^ 
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Bet.  Ha !  ha !  ha  !  And  no  doubt  fhe  took 
as  much  Pains  to  get  it  by  Heart.  But  now 
a  School-Boy,  how  ftands  your 
Affairs  with  my  Lady’s  Son,  Mafter  Johnny? 

Lett.  O  !  in  a  very  fair  Way,  Child  !  Tho* 
he  pretends,  upon  our  late  Qiiarrel,  to  compiv 
with  his  Mother’s  Perfuafion  of  going  to  St 
Omers,  (by  the  Way,  I  hear  flie  intended  to 
make  a  Pneft  of  him)  now  I  know  ’tis  onlv 

to  tty  whether  or  no  I  fnall  be  contented  to  part 
with  him.  ^ 

Bet.  How  came  you  to  quarrel  with  him  ? 

Lett.  He  happen’d  to  catch  me  alone  as  I 
was  making  his  Bed  this  Morning;  his  Stomach 
was  up.  It  feems,  and  the  young  Genetleman 
was  going  to  fall  to  before  the  Parfon  had  faid 
Grace;  upon  which  I  gave  him  a  Box  on  the 

iiar,  and  vow’d  Pd  never  marry  him  as  loner 
as  1  liv’d.  "  o 

&/.  Marry  him !  Why  I  thought  you  had 
only  dcfigned  to  make  a  Fool  of  him. 

That’s  making  a  Huiband  of  him  T 
think;  but  fee,  here  he  comes,  away,  dear 
IiMj!,  for  now  s  my  only  Time  to  manage  him. 

Johnny,  W  fy  Lcttice  fcornfuUy. 

Johnny.  Dick!  go  and  fee  if  the  Horfes  he 
come.  What  doft  thou  dangle  after  me  for  f 

Lett.  Well,  Squire,  I  knew  the  Time,  when 

t  I  wou’d  ha’  fol 
lowd  you:  But  I  find  now  you  never  lov’d 

Its  a  Lye!  I  did  love  you,  fol  did^* 

Mrs.  Snappijh.  '  ;  G  lo  i  aid, 

Lett. 
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Lett.  You  wou’d  not  have  the  Heart  to  leave 
V,  Oh  f  yLvieSt 

'R.tmtmhtr  the  back  Clofet  uP 
Pafr  of  Stairs,  young  Gentlewoman--YaalK 
You  cou’d  fquall  louder  then,  when  I  did  but 
offer  to  fee  whether  you  garter’d  above  Knee 

Tcli  Why  I  don’t  garter  above  Knee,  you 

may  ffel  here  then.  .  r  i  ..u 

John.  What  do  I  care!  I  wont  feel  there, 

nf  do  what  I  pleafe,  or  elfe  I  wo^’t 
Lett.  No,  Squire,  you  are 
I  am  not  fuch  a  one  neither;  Ill  die,  befoie 

ril  be  your  Whore. 

John.  And  PH  be  bang’d  before  1 11  be  youi 
Fool;  why  Dick.^  why  doff  thou  not  get  the 

Horfes  ready  ?  t  r  r  , 

Lett  You  fliall  not  leave  me  then.  {Leans  on 

him.]  *If  you  will  ftay.  I’ll  be  kinder  to  you ; 

do  but  try  me  till  To-morrow 1  won  t  cry 

out  no  more  indeed.  You  ihall  tie  my  Garter 

where  vou  pleafe,  if  you  won’t  go. 

John.  Will  you  let’s  buls  you  then  r  ^{burluy. 

Lett'.  YYs,  in  a  civil  Way.  ^  her. 

"^ohn.  Well,  will  you  promife  to  love  me 

now,  and  be  free  with  a  Body? 

Lett  I’ll  love  you  as  long  as  1  live,  it  you 

won’t  leave  me.  ^  ^  7*; 

John.  Well,  well,  what  do  you  whawle  tor  t 

'Lett.  Pm  fure  ’twou’d  break  my  Heart  to  part 

with  you;  pray, dear  Squire,  don’t  go  [Lowder. 

John.  What  do  you  keep  fuch  a  Bawling 

for  ;  I  tell  you  1  won’t  go  — - Let’s  buls 

you  again. 


Enter 
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Enter  Lady  Manlove,  unfeen. 


Lady  ALan,  What’s  here  ?  My  young  Rogue, 
and  that  impudent  Qiiean  in  clofe  Conference, 
ril  obl'erve  them. 

yohn.  But  will  you  promife  to  marry  me  To- 
Day  if  I  wont  go. 

Lady  Man.  So  !  \^Aftde, 

Lett.  Marry -you,  ay,  poor  Fool,  you  may 
be  fure  on’t  \^Aftded\  But  won’t  you  forfake  me 
then,  and  ufe  me  ill. 

yohn.  I  tell  you,  I  won’t  ufe  you  ill,  you 
Fool  you. 

Lady  Mm,  O  I  I  han’t  Patience.  Why, 
how  now.  Sirrah  !  What  are  you  a  doing 
there.?  and  you,  Mrs.  Flirt,  I’l]  teach  you  to 
debauch  my  Son,  I  will,  you  ftinking  Jade  you. 

[S/aps  her. 

yolm.  What  do  you  ftrike  her  for.  Mother  ? 
what  do  you  firike  her  for  \  you  flian’t  ftrikei 
her  no  more.  [Interpofmg, 

Lady  Aian,  How,  Sirrah  !  {han’t  I  ffrike  her : 
you  faw'cy  Rogue,  I’ll  fell  you  to  the  Ground. 

yohfi.  tVill  you  ?  I’ll-  try  that,  \_Holds  her 
Hands.']  Now  firike  me  to  the  Ground,  can’t 
you.?  Let's  fee  you  firike  me  now.  [They  Jhugglc. 

Lett.  What  an  unfortunate  Difcovery  was 
this.?  To  be  caught  jufl  as  we  had  agreed  upon 
Articles  :  But,  however,  I  don’t  fear  him,  for 
I  know  he  will  marry  me  now,  if  it  be  only 

to  contradict  his  Mother - Dear  Squire, 

don’t  anger  my  Lady  fo ;  Pray,  Sir,  let  her 
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John,  Why,  if  fhe  will  be  quiet,  with  all 
my  Heart ;  1  doii^t  meddle  with  her. 

[Lets  gs» 

Lady  Afan.  O  !  O  !  The  Rogue  has  fprained 
mv  Arms,  I  fliall  not  be  able  to  ftir  them  this 
Twelve-month. 

John,  Look'e,  Mother,  I  am  forfy  for’t,  I 
did  not  defign  you  any  Harm,  not  I  :  But 
why  fliould  you  offer  to  ffrike  the  poor  Girl 
fo? 

Lady  Mm.  Sirrah,  what’s  that  to  you,  how' 
dare  you  juffify  her  f 

yohn.  Why,  may  be,  I  had  a  Kindnefs  for 
her,  what  then  ?  And,  look  you.  Mother,  to 
tell  you  the  Truth,  indeed  I  do  think,  you 

ought  to  be  acquainted  with  the  Bufinefs - * 

You  muff  know,  I  defign  to  marry  her. 

Lady  Man*  Dare  you  tell  me  this  to  my 
Face,  Sirrah? 

John,  WSvj  how  Should  I  tell  it  you,  be¬ 
hind  your  Back. 

Lady  Man*  Sirrah  1  How  dare  you  think  of 
fuch  a  Thing  !  you  Jack-a-napes  1 

John.  Don't  you  call  me  Names,  Mother  j 
don’t  call  me  Names  :  But,  if  1  do  think  on’t, 
hov/  can  1  help  it  ?  And  pray  why  fhould  not 
I  think  on’t  as  well  as  you  :  1  fuppofe  you 
th  ought  of  a  Hufband,  and  why  (bouid  not  1 
think  of  a  Wife  ?  You  have  had  your  Swine’* 
already.  I’cod  my  Father  was  no  Flincher^; 
was  not  I  born  of  your  Body,  pray  ?  And  why 
fliould  not  I  get  Some-body  on  Some-bodv’e 
elfe  Body  ? 

Lady  Ma?2.  Was  ever  heard  fuch  Impudence? 
Sirrah,  I  fliall  turn  over  a  new  Leaf  with  you. 

Your 
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Your  Governor  will  be  here  prefently,  and  he 
fhall  know  what  a  wicked  Rogue  you  are  ! 
ril  make  him  flea  your  Backfide  for  you. 

John.  1  don’t  believe  you  will,  and  he  med¬ 
dles  with  me,  I  may  chance  to  lay  him  on  his 

Back,  he  flea  my  Backfide!  he  kifs  I - 

won’t  he  ? 

Lady  Mail.  So,  fo,  this  is  very  fine  Lan¬ 
guage  ! 

yohn.  Lettice,  do  you  flip  away  into  my 
Chamber,  and  I  will  come  to  you  prefently. 

[_/ljide  to  Lettice. 

[^Exit  Lettice. 

Enter  Father  Benedi<Sl:,  booted^  Sic, 

Lady  Afan,  O  Father  I  I  am  glad  you  are 
come ;  your  Pupil  here,  my  Son  yohnny^  has 
been  making  Love  to  one  of  my  impudent 
Maids ;  and  tells  me  to  my  P'ace,  he’ll  marry 
her,  he  won’t  go  his  Journey,  not  he  I 

Father  Ben^  Leta  me  alone  I  leta  me  alone  ! 
come  !  come  !  Madam,  ’tis  better  to  give  him 
dc  good  vard«— How  you  do,  Young  Geiule- 
man  !  how  you  doe,  me  fal  be  ver  glad  to  avc 
de  Care  of  you. 

yohn.  A.y,  and  you  had  beft  have  a  Care 
of  me. 

Father  Ben,  You  no  feara  dat,  dat  is  ver* 

well,  now  you  be  one  good  Shild - 

[Pats  him  on  the  Head. 

yobn.  What  do  you  tap  me  o’th’  Head  for? 

[Surlily. 


Father 
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Father  Ben.  O  me  lofe  you,  Maltre  Jeanny^ 
me  lofe  you.  '  \Chucki  hhn. 

John.  Let  my  Chin  alone,  will  you. 

\_Stnkes  away  his  Hand* 

Father  Ben.  Vat  you  mean,  ftrike  a  me  !  vat 
you  mean,  me  fal  ’ave  de  Vip  for  you  ? 

John.  Who  is  that  you’ll  have  the  Whip  for, 
you  Loggerhead  you,  who  will  you  have  the 
'Whip  for.?  ha!  {Doiibling  his  Fiji. 

Father  Ben.  Loggerhate,  Jernie  Bleu,  vat 
is  dat  Loggerhate  .? 

John.  You  may  go  look,  it’s  fuch  a  Fool  as 
you  are. 

F'ather  Ben.  De  Foole,  a  ha  !  me  under- 
flanda  dat  ver  well,  you  call  a  me  de  tool. 
Humph. 

John.  Why,  don’t  you  hear  I  do,  Dunder- 
pate. 

Father  Ben.  Dunderpate,  Je  vous  prie.  Ma¬ 
dam,  vat  is  dal,  Dunderpate  .? 

'  Lady  Alan.  A  very  fcurrilous  Name,  Sir, 
won’t  you  break  his  Head  for’t  ? 

Father  Ben.  O,  letta  me  alone,  Madam, 
Ecoutes  Maitre  Jeanny.,  vat  vil  you  fay,  if  vor 
de  Loggerhate,  vor  de  Fool,  and  for  de  Dun¬ 
derpate,  me  fal  give  you  one,  two,  tree  Slaps- 
of  the  Chops,  Jea^iny  ?  Flumph. 

John.  Why,  I  fay,  if  you  give  me  fuch 
another  Word,  I  may  chance  to  wipe  youcrofs 
the  Jaws. 

Father  Ben.  Ver  well,  where  is  de  Reverence 
you  ave  vor  me  Perfonne  I 

John.  O  Lord,  Sir,  I  do  Sir- reverence  your 
Perfon. 


Father 
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Father  Ben,  AHons,  den  aska  me  de  Pardon, 
aska  me  de  Pardon. 

yohn.  Ask  your  Pardon,  for  what !  For 
what!  Can  you  tell,  you  Owl  you?  Ask  your 
Pardon  here,  give  the  Poor  Boy  his  Hat ; 
there,  now  I  ask  your  Pardon,  \_Styikes  ojy his 
Hot  aud  Pirriwig^  and  dijcovers  his^Crown,'^  A 
hey  !  what  a  Dickens  have  we  crot  here  ? 

Father  Pen.  Ad  la  Grande  IVTalheur,  vat  fal 
me  do  ?  He  a  difcover  my  Couronne. 

Lady  Ji4an^  Undone,  ruined,  I  fhall  never 
get  the  Rogue  to  go  now. 

John.  Pray,  Sir,  what  Trade  are  you  ?  • 

[To  the  Pricji^ 

Lady  Adon.  He  is  no  Trade,  Sirrah  ;  but  a 
civil,  fober  ^Gentleman,,  that  I  prevailed  with 
to  be  your  Governor. 

John.  He  my  Governor  I  what,  to  make  a 
Papift  of  me  ;  look’ye,  Madam,  as  for  Religion, 
d  ye  fee,  I  han  t  been  taught  much  of  any 
Sort :  But,  Adfuckers,  this  I  know,  that  I 
won’t  be  a  Papift;  it’s  a  hard  Cafe,  if  a  iVIan* 
muft  go  to  the  Devil,  he  can’t  take  it  out  in 
what  fort  of  Wickednefs  he  pleafes  :  For  my 
part,  Pll  even  go  the  Way  of  the  Flefli,  Prn 
refolved  the  Spirit  fhall  not  carry  me ;  Odds 
Flefh  !  I  won’t  be  Prieft-ridden  thither:  Not 
but  I  believe  this  fame  Gentlemen  knows  the 
Road  as  well  as  a  Dover  Poft-Horfe.  But  I 
am  not  fo  hot  upon  that  Journey,  and  fo  will 

pull  off  my  Boots,  d’ye  fee  — ; - Toll ;  lall, 

^  [^its  doivn  and  Sings, 

Lady  Man,  You  impudent  young  Rafcal, 
how  dare  you  offer  to  pull  off  you^r  Boots  ? 

Sirrah, 
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Sirrah,  Til  have  your  Bones  broke ;  I’ll  make 
you  change  your  Tune. 

'John.  No,  you  (han’t - -  Y^//,  loll^  loll. 

Lady  Mem.  Youfawey  Rogue,  do  you  laugh 
in  my  Face,  I’ll  whip  your  Eyes  out. 

[Offers  to  take  Benedidl’r  TVhlp, 

Father  Ben.  No,  trouble  yourfelf.  Madam, 
letta  me  alone  j  Allons ;  Put  on  your  Boote, 
Maitre  Jeanny. 

John.  Toll,  loll,  loll.  [Looking  in  his  Face. 

Father  Ben.  Vat  is  dad,  Toll.,  toll,  toll?  Me 
fay  put  on  your  Boote.  [Cracks  his  Whip. 

John.  Ay,  it’s  no  Matter  for  that  —  ■  —  I 
won’t  change  my  Tune,  toll,  loll,  loll. 

Lady  Man.  Hold,  Father,  don’t  be  too  fe** 
vere  ;  I  find  there  is  no  dealing  with  him,  we 
muft  even  try  what  fair  Words  will  do* 

Father  Ben.  Ma  Foy,  Madam,  me  believe 
dat  is  de  beft  W^ay. 

Lady  Man.  Johnny,  my  dear  Johnny,  don’t 
be  fo  wilful,  pr’ythee  mind  what  I  fay  to  thee. 

John.  Why,  ay.  Mother - Now,  your 

Note’s  altered,  d’ye  fee,  I  don’t  care  if  I  do 
change  my  Tune. 

Lady  Man.  Nov7,  thou  art  a  dear  Child  ! 
come,  that’s  my  good  Boy,  pr’ythee  put  on  thy 
Boots  again  ;  fee,  here’s  Money  for  thee  I 
Thou  (halt  have  any  Thing  thou  canft  ask  for. 

John.  Say  you  fo  ?  I’cod,  then  I’ll  ferve  you 
a  brave  Trick  !  that  Money  will  buy  Lettice  a 

pure  Topping  to  her  Wedding  Cl  oaths**  — . 

Why,  look’ye  Mother,  becaule  you  give  me 
good  Words  now,  if  you’ll  give  me  thatPurfe 
now,  d’ye  fee,  and  make  Vather  Bald- pate 
walk  down  Stairs,  why.  I’ll  put  them  on  again. 

Lady 
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Lady  Alan.  But  will  you  promife  me  to  go 
your  Journey  too  ?  ® 

yohn.  Poh^  I  will,  I  tell  you— ——why  don’t 

[Sits  down^  putting  them  on. 


^  JLady  ]ld[an.  Dear  h  ather,  don’t  let’s  crofs 
him  in  this  good  Humour,  pray  be  o-one. 

Father  Ben.  With  all  mine  HeartJ  Madam, 
Maitre  Jeanny^  me  be  your  ver  humble  Ser- 
vant.  [Exit, 

Lady  Man.  Why  doft  thou  fit  upon  the 
Floor,  yohnny  ? 

yohn.  Poh,  what  does  it  fignify - where’s. 

the  Purfe,  Mother  ? 

^  Lady  lidan.  That  s  my  good  Child,  put  on 
t’other  Boot,  and  thou  fliait  have  it. 

yohn.  Pfha  »  why,  there  it  is  /  you  fee  what 

’tis  to  be  civil  to  a  Body - fo  now  f^ive’s 

the  Money.  ^ 

[Fajiens  her  with  a  Piercer  to  the  Floor.. 

Lady  Man.  Well,  .but  will  you  promife  to 
get  on  Horfe-back  as  foon  as  you  have  it? 

^  yohn.  What,  d’ye  think  I  would  tell  you  a 
lie,  Mother,  and' look  you  in  the  Face  in  this 
Manner  ? 


Lady  Man.  That’s  my  dear  Boy ;  there  ’tis 
to  do  what  thou  wilt  with.  ^ 

yohn.  Toll,  loll,  loll. 

and  pulls  off  his  Boots  again. 
Lady  Man.  How’,  now !  what  does  the  Fool 
mean  ? 

yohn.  No  Fool,  no  Fool,  Mother. 

Lady  Man.  Thou  wicked  Villain,  1’]]— . 
^Finds  herfeiy  Faji Ha !  what’s  here.  Hark  ye, 
Sirrah,  Rogue,  whafs  the  Meaning  of  this?  ’ 
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John,  That’s  becaufe  you  fhould  not  follow 
me:  Look’ye,  Mother,  always  tie  a  mad  Btjll 

to  a  Stake.  Toll,  loll - and  there’s  my 

Tune  again  for  you,  now  Toll,  loll,  loll. 

\_Exit  Singing. 

Lady  Man.  Was  ever  Woman  plagu’d  with 
fuch  a  ftubborn  Rafcal !  What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Oh !  how  the  Rogue  has  rammed  it  in. - 

Who’s  within  there  ?  If  I  live.  I’ll  be  reveng’d ! 
I’ll  marry  the  lewdeft  Fellow  about  Town  ; 
nay,  the  moft  notorious  Rogue  of  a  Lawyer  ; 
but.  I’ll  keep  his_Eftate  from  him. 

_  Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Major  RaEJh,  Madam,  and  his  Son, 
defire  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Lady  Man.  They  could  not  take  me  in  a 
better  Time,  neither  of  them  fhall  want  En¬ 
couragement  ;  here,  pr’ythee  undo  this. 

Ser.  O  dear.  Madam,  this  is  Mafter  s 

Piercer. 

Lady  Man.  Where  is  the  Rogue,  did  you  fee 
him  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  Madam,  he  juft  now  put  Lettice 
into  a  Hackney-Coach. 

Lady  Man.  And  did  he  go  with  her  ? 

Ser.  No,  Madam,  he’s  fomewhere  'in  the 
Houfe. 

Lady  Man.  If  he  ofl'ers  to  go  out,  be  fure 
you  dodge  him,  and  bring  me  Word  im¬ 
mediately  - - - —  go,  bid  the  Gentlemen 

walk  up. 

Ser,  Yes,  Madam. 


Enter 
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Enter  Major  a?id  Young  Rakifh. 

Maj.  Madam,  your  moft  humble  Servant ; 
Odsbud  !  it’s  a  Month  fmce  I  kifs’d  your  Lady- 
fhip’s  Hand. 

[Offering  towards  her^  and  Young  Rakifh  Jieps 
before  him. 

^  Young  Rak.  It’s  an  Age,  Madam,  fmce  I 
did  5  therefore  as  a  longer  abfent  Lover,  ought 
I  to  do  it  firft. 

'  Lady  Man.  O  dear.  Sir,  I’ll  fwear  you  hurt 
me, 

I  Young  Rak.  Can  there  be  Harm  in  fuch  a 
j  tender  Grafp  of  Love  !  Madam,  your  Charms 
i  bound  like  a  rowling  Deluge  o’er  my  Soul,  and 
Rifle  me  in  Excefs  of  fond  Defire.  Ah  !  the 
:  very  Pangs  of  Death  are  on  me,  I  beat  and 
^  flruggle  like  a  drowning  Wretch  for  Life,  and 
thefe  my  lafl:  Convulfions.— . 
i  Humph  ! 

Lady  Mah.  WcW.,  I  really  believe  I  might 
have  Satisfadfion  enough  in  fuch  a  Hufband, 
without  confidering  the  Pleafure  of  Revenge. 

[JEde. 

"'^foun^  ^^ak.  ill  you  make  it  Four  Hundred, 
Sir  [To  the  Major. 

Maj.  Oons  you  Dog  !  I’ll  lay  your  Head 
upon  both  your  Shoulders. - 

Impart  to  Young  Rak. 

Young  Rak.  O,  take  me  to  that  healing  Bo- 
fom  !  wrap  me  in  the  warm  Folds  of  Love ! 
Feed  me  with  the  Balmy  Sweets  that  flourifh 
there;  give  me  new  Life,  and  nurfe  me  to  an 
Infant  Dotage. 


B 


Lady 
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Lady  Man.  O  !  I  fliall  faint !  I  am  not  able 
to  contain  myfelf. 

Maj.  Dack%  thou  (halt  have  an  Hundred 

Guineas,  pr’ythee  let  her  alone,  my  dear  Boy. 

.  [ToToungR^k. 

Young  Rak.  Where  am  Ir  fure,  ’tis  Elizium  ; 
[Starting'^ back^]  for  mortal  Flefti  could  never  j 
feed  fo  high  ;  I  furfeit  with  Delight !  my  SouPs  | 
all  over  Blifs  !  my  ravifhed  Senfes  alee  with 

Pleafure,  and  I  grow  faint  with  gazing. 

\_FaU5  on  her  Bofo?n. 

Lady  Man.  O,  I  die  !  I  die !  \^Aftde. 

Maj.  Dacky^  my  dear  thou  {halt  have 

T  wo  Hundred  Pound.  j 

Young  Rak.  Thus  let  us  ever  live!  thus  bleft  , 
with  one  perpetual  Round  of  circling  Pleafure,  ; 
flill  fainting  with  Excefs  of  Love,  and  waking 
ftill  to  new  reviving  Joys. 

Maj.  Oons  1  how  the  Rogue  has  diffolved 
her.  \_Afide. 

Young  Rak.  You  fee,  Sir,  what  Pofture  my 
Affairs  are  in,  nothing  but  full  Four  Hundred  i 

can  forbid  the  Bans.  i 

Maj.  Say ’ft  thou  fo,  my  little  Dacky,  then 
there  lies  your  way  down  Stairs,  [Steps  in  betiveen 
them  and  draws.']  Sirrah,  go,  get  you  gone.  Dog, 
go. 

Lady  Man.  Oh  !  for  Heaven’s  Sake,  what 
do  you  mean  ?  [Holds  the  Major. 

Young  Rak.  Oh  !  don’t  be  frightened,  Ma¬ 
dam  ;  I’ll  tell  you  the  Bufinefs- - You  muft  1 

know,  Madam,  there  is  a  young  Lady  here  in  the 
Pall-Mall.,  of  a  prodigious  Fortune,  whom,  it 
feems,  my  Father  pofitively  defigns  I  ftiall 
marry,  or  he  will  difmherit  me}  and  fo  let 
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him,  Madam,  if  he  pleafes :  For  my  Part,  I 
confefs  my  Soul  and  Body,  Madam,  are  in- 
tirely  devoted  to  your  Ladyfliip  ;  and  If  I  were 
to  die  upon]  the  Spot,  Madam,  I  folemnly  de¬ 
clare,  I  would  not  renounce  one  Tittle  of  that 
eternal  Paflion  I  have  avowed  for  your  Lady- 
Ihip’s  moft  indelible  Perfections. 

[_Bows^  and  ogler, 
Maj.  Ha  !  ^  ^  [Jjionijhed, 

Lady  Man.  O  fie,  Sir,  this  'is  moft  inhu¬ 
man,  to  force  your  only  Son  to  marry  one  he 
can’t  love.  Come,  Sir,  for  my  Sake  fparc 
him  ;  pray  put  up  your  Sword. 

Well,  Madam,  for  your  Sake,  d’ye 

fee,  I - 1  will  fheath  my  Indignation  ;  But  may 

I  never  more  hear  the  dear,  dear  Glug,  Glug 
of  a  full  FJalk,  if  all  this  is  not  a  notorious  Lie, 
from  Tep  to  Bottom,  But  now.  Madam,  to 
the  Bufinefs  1  came  for;  Look  ye,  Madam, 

if  you  and  I  make  a  Match,  d’you  fee - - 

you  muft  exepeCt  every  Ten  Months,  for  the  firft 

Seven  Years* — Twins,  Madam - 1  always 

get  Twins  ;  that  Whelp’s  a  Twin,  Madam, 
and  the  ProduCt  of  my  Juvenile  Recreations. 
[y'oung  Rak.  ynahs  love  in  Dumb  Shew  behind  his 
Back. 

Lady  Man.  Let  me  die,  but  that  is  irrefifti- 
bly  perfuafive. 

Maj.  I  am  very  proud.  Madam,  your  Lady- 
fhip  likes  what  I  fay  to  you. 

Lady  Man.  W ell,  Sir,  I  fwear  you  have  fuch 
a  Way,  and  fuch  a  Son.  [JJide. 

Maj.  Madam,  I  have  Fifteen  Hundred  Pounds 
a  Year  clear  Eftate,  no  Children  in  the  World 
but  this  Boy  here  ;  I  fhall  drink  him  dead  in  a 

B  ^  Fort- 
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Fortnight,  and  then,  Madam,  after  my  Death, 
’tis  all  your  own  for  ever  :  How  fay  you,  Ma¬ 
dam,  do  you  like  of  it? 

^  Ivady  Man.  Ay,  Sir,  but  now  let  me  hear 
your  Son’s  Propofals. 

Maj.  Piha  !  a  Beggar,  a  poor  Dog,  Ma¬ 
dam. 

•  Young  Rak.  Madam,  ’tis  true,  I  have  not 
one  Groat  in  the  W orld,  have  no  Hopes  of  any 
,  thing,  for  the  very  Moment  I  marry  you,  I  am 
fine  to  be  difmherited  :  Madam,  as  a  Friend, 

I  beg  you  to  believe  this  true,  for  I  cou’d  fooner 
die  than  cheat  you  with  a  pretended  Fortune. 
l^Kneeh.']^  But  if  the  laft  Extremities  of  an  hum¬ 
ble  PalTion,  have  any  Merit  in  the  Eyes  of 
Virtue,  then  fhew  your  Pity  here,  and  raife 
me  with  a  kind  reviving  Hope. 

Maj.  What  a  Tongue  the  Dog  has.  iJJide. 

Lady  Man.  O  dear.  Sir,  pray  rife. 

Maj.  Pflra!  Madam,  Words,  Words,  mere 
Air  !  Odsbud,  I  have  an  Argument  in  my 
Pocket,  that  ufes  to  convince  a  Woman  fooner 
than  all  the  Poetical  Raptures  in  Chriftendom  : 
T.ook’ye,  Madam,  the  only  certain  Proof  of  a 
Adan’s  Paffion,  is,  when  he  parts  with  his 
Money  ;  therefore,  as  an  Earned  of  my  Af- 
fedlion,  give  me  Leave  to  lay  thefe  Four  Hun¬ 
dred  of  the  King’s  Faces  at  your  Feet. 

Young  Rak.  Which,  when  you  marry.  Sir, 
you  know,  will  be  your  own  again. 

Maj.  Hold  your  Peace,  Sirrah - There, 

Aladam,  difpofe  of  it  as  you  pleafe. 

[Gives  it  into  her  Hand. 

Lady  Man.  G  dear.  Major,  this  is  an  extra¬ 
vagant  Piece  pf  Gallantry-. - Blefs  me  !  how 

heavy 
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heavy  It  is - Pray,  Sir,  do  me  the  Favour 

to  hold  it  for  me.  [Gives  it  to  Young  Rak. 

Young  Kak.  Turn,  dum. 

[Leaving  on  the  Major  and  Singing, 

Maj.  I  mu  ft  murder  the  Dog,  1  muft  mur¬ 
der  him,  [Afide.^  Oons,-  Madam,  I. could  have 
held  it  for  you. 

Young  Rak.  But  not  fo  faft  as  I  (hall  \  Turn, 
dum. 

Maj.  I  was  in  Hopes,  Madam,  you  would 
have  made  a  better  Ufe  of  the  Money. 

[Out  of  Humour, 

Lady  Man.  O  dear.  Sir,  can  I  exprefs  my 
Concern  for  you  a  better  \Yay,  than  by  being 
kind  to  your  Children  ? 

Maj.  Ay,  Madam,  but  not  to  my  Rival. 

Young  Rak.  So  !  this  has  [pretty  well  con¬ 
vinced  him  my  Intereft  is  better  than  his,  and 
now  is  my  only  Time  to  tell  it  him.  [Aftde.\ 
Look  you.  Sir,  if  you’ll  give  me  Leave  to  fpeak 
a  Word  or  Two  in  private  with  this  Lady,  I 
'  will  immediately  convince  you,  that  in  her  dif- 
pofing  of  this  Money,  fhe  had  no  other  Con- 
fid  eration  than  your  Intereft. 

Lady  Man.  What  can  he  mean.  [Aftde, 

Maj.  Why  this  might  be  done,  Dacky,  if  I 
could  but  perfilacle  myfelf  to  truft  thee. 

Young  Rak.  Why,  Sir,  you  ftiali  not  truft 
me  out  of  your  Sight. 

Maj.  Humph  !  fay’ft  thou  fo,  my  little  Dacky? 
Nay,  then  I  do  give  thee  leave. 

Young  Rak,  Madam,  if  you  pleafe. 

[Takes  her  afide. 
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Enter  A^afler  Johnny  behind, 

John.  So,  Lettice  is  fafe  enough  now,  and  let 

’em  lock  me  up  if  they  can - Hey  day  !  who 

have  we  here  ?  I  find  my  Mother  has  a  Colt’s 
Tooth  left  yet;  I  warrant  thefe  are  a  Couple 
of  Suitorors  now  ;  I  cod,  I  will  put  in  wdth 
them — Sir,  your  Servant  [To  the  Major.']  What 
don’t  you  know  me  ? 

Maj.  Know  thee,  pr’ythee  who  art  thou  ? 

yolm.  Who  be  I  ?  Why,  I  be - 1  be - 

Icod  I  don’t  know  what  to  tell  him,  not  I - 

Why,  I  be  Mother’s  Zon,  don’t’ye  fee  what  I  be  ? 

Maj.  Ay,  my  dear  Lad,  I  fee  very  plainly 
what  thou  art,  but  I  want  to  know  who  thou 
art  ?  Who  is  thy  Father,  Child  ? 

yokn.  Who  ?  I’ve  never  a  Father  at  all,  but 
I  believe  I  fliall  have  fhortly ;  for  I  fee  my 
Mother  is  there  hard  at  work  upon  one. 

Maj.  How  !  thy  Mother  !  why,  is  thy  Name 
yohnny  f' 

yohn.  May  be  it  is - what  then  ; 

Adaj.  Why  then,  very  fhortly,  thou  wilt  be 
my  Son-in-Law. 

yohn.  May  be  not - That’s  as  I  fliall  like 

you,  may  be. 

Maj.  Odsbud,  you  young  Rogue,  I’ll  bufs 
you  into  good  Humour. 

[Offers  to  kifs  him.,  he ffuggles, 

yohn.  Let  me  alone  !  be  quiet,  will  ye  ! 
you  {han’t  bufs  me !  Pifha !  [Spits]  what  a 
Plague  do  you  Haver  me  fo  for  ?  You  my  Fa> 
ther-in-Law  !  yes,  fo  you  fhall,  Icod,  I’ll  do 
your  Bufinefs. 

Lady 
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Lady  Man.  Why  really,  Sir,  if  this  be  true, 
I  muft  needs  own,  he  is  a  very  barbarous  Man 
to  ufe  his  only  Son  at  this  Rate ;  as  far  as  I 
can  ferve  you,  by  furthering  this  innocent  Re- 
venoi;e.  Sir,  you  may  command  me. 

\To  Young  Rak. 

"John,  Hark  you.  Mother. 

Lady  Man.  O  you  wicked  Rogue  !  are  you 
there  ? 

John.  Lord,  don’t  ye  be  angry.  Mother,  I 
come  to  talk  with  you  about  Bufinefs. 

Young  Rak.  Oh  !  pray.  Madam,  give  the 
young  Gentleman  leave  to  fpeak,  however. 

John.  A  good  fort  of  a  civil  Gentleman  ;  I 
may  chance  to  do  him  a  Kindnefs  for  this  ;  I’ll 
afllire  you.  Sir,  I  will,  if  I  can — I  am  good- 
natured  enough  when  People  are  civil  to  me. 

Lady  Man.  Well,  what  have  you  to  fay. 
Sirrah  ? 

John.  Say  !  why  I  underftand  that  .this  old 
Soldier  is  a  Suitoror  to  you,  and  (to  tell  you  the 
Truth)  I  don’t  like  him  ;  he’s  a  ftrange  hurly 
burly  fort  of  a  Man  ;  he  has  bufs’d  and  fla- 
vered  me  here,  whether  I  would  or  no,  and  has 
prickled  my  Face  till  my  Eyes  are  all  of  a  Water. 

Lady  Man.  You  fawcy  Rogue,  Is  this  your 
Bufinefs?  Know  then,  Sirrah,  that  this  Gentle¬ 
man  fhall  be  your  Father-in-Law,  if  he  pleafes  : 
Come,  Sir,  if  you  dare  truft  yourfelf  with  me, 
I  have  fomething  to  propofe  to  you  from  your 
Son,  that  very  nearly  concerns  the  Happinefs 
of. us  both'. 

Maj.  Odsbud,  Madam,  you  overjoy  me ! 
But  has  that  dear  Toad  put  in,  a  Word  .for 
me  at  laft  then  ?  Has  he,  Dacky  f  Thou  dear 

B  4  ,  Son 
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Son  of  an  unhappy  Dog,  of  a  Father,  bufs 
me,  you  Whe]p  ;  you  dear  Baflard,  bufs  me — 
I  will  remember  thee  for  this,  my  little  Dacky^ 
Odsbud  I  will.  [_Exit  with  Lady  Adan- 

Voung^(?/\  I  (hall  give  you  Caufe,  I  believe. 

John,  Lord,  Sir,  how  can  you  let  him  flaver 
you  i'o,  don’t  it  make  your  Ncfe  tingle  ?  Ods- 
^Ih,  he  is  gone  away  with  my  Mother  too  ! 
Shall  I  fetch  her  back  again,  Sir,  Icod,  an’ 
you  fay  the  Word,  I’ll  do’t. 

Young  Rah.  No,  no,  Squire,  let  him  alone, 
he  will  be  little  the  better  for  it — A  good  fort  of 
an  impudent  Face  this  young  Dog  has,  he  may 
be^ufeful.  I’ll  ftrike  in  with  him.  [Jfide, 

John,  Pray,  Sir,  ben’t  you  a  Sultoror  to  my 
Mother  ^ 

Young  RaL  Ay,  Squire,  what  do  you  think 
o*  for  a  b  athcr-in-Law  ? 

John.  Icod,  I  like  you  very  well,  better  by 
hall  than  that  old  Soldier:  What  a  Duce  do 
you  let  him  take  her  alide  fo  for 

Young  Oh!  it’s  a  Defign  I  have  in 
jnyHead,  Squire. 

Ay,  Sir,  but  do  you  know  what  De- 
hgn  Ihe  may  have  in  her  Head  ?  Look’ye,  Sir, 
I  mean  you  well,  I  would  not  have  you  truft 

her  too  far  neither-- - Odsflefli !  you  don’t 

know  her-- — - — ^^Sir,  yon  don't  know  her. 

Young  Rak.  v/ell.  Squire,  I’m  oblio-’d  to 
you  for  your  good  Meaning  ;  and  in  Return, 

wi  1  acquaint  you  with  my  Defign  upon  the  old 
Soldier. 

Ay  !  ,  • 

Young  Rak.  You  muft  know  then _ 

John.  But  hark’ye,  Sir,  by  the  Way,  who  is 
that  old  Soldier 

Young 
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Young  Only  my  Father,  Sir. 

^  John.  How  !  how  !  Icod,  then  I  find  you 
care  no  more  for  your  Father,  than  I  do  for 

my  A'xother.  Weil,  Sir-- . -but  pray  go 

on.  ^ 

Young  R.ak.  About  an  Flour  hence,  Squire, 
I  {hall  privately  marry  your  Mother,  who,  in 
the  mean  time,  by  my  Allowance,  is  to  flatter 
the  old  Gentleman  with  the  fame  Hopes,  and 
(to  revenge  a  fevere  Quarrel  I  have  with  him) 
is  to  appoint  him  a  Meeting,  (jufl;  when  our 
^  Marriage  is  over)  at  a  Friend’s  Houle  of  mine, 
where  1  {hall  have  a  publick  Opportunity  to 
laugh  at  his  Difappointment,  and  invite  him  to 
my  Wedding  Supper. 

John.  Icod,  that’s  well  enough  :  O  dear. 
Sir,  {hall  I  not  beg  the  Favour  of  you  to  get 
the  Parfon  to  do  me  a  fmall  Job  too'?  Odd,  I 
have  a  tight  young  Girl  here  hard  by,  that  I 

have  a  main  Mind  to  be  married  to - Sir, 

won’t  you  fpeak  a  Word  to  him  to  tack  us 
together  a  little  ? 

O  ^ 

Young  Rak.  How,  Squire,  to  tack  you  to¬ 
gether  !  whom  have  you  advifed  with  in  this 
Bufmefs  ?  Who  is  it  you  have  a  Mind  to 
marry?  Are  you  fure  {he’s  fit  for  a  Wife  ? 

John,  I  don’t  know,  Sir,  but  J’in  fure  file’s 
fit  for  a  Hulband. 

Young  Rak.  Ha!  Egad,  there  can  be  no 
Harm  in  tying  the  .young  Rogue  in  a  Slip¬ 
knot  :  This  was  a  lucky  Difcovery ;  fome- 
thing  may  be  made  on’t.  {Aftde.^  Well,  Squire, 
I’ll  do  all  I  can  to  ferve  you. 

Jobu  O  dear,  Sir,  I  am  mainly  obliged  to 
you. 
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^  * 

Young  Rak.  Nay,  I  won’t  only  lend  you  my 
Parfon,  but  my  Money,  nay,  my  very  Cloaths  , 
egad,  ril  make  a  Gentleman  of  thee. 

"^John.  Wull  you.  Sir?  O  law!  [Overjoyed.\ 
Icod,  then  my  Mother  fhall  make  a  Fool  ot 
me  no  longer — Sir,  as  I  hope  to  be  married, 

I  had  rather  call  you  Vather-in-Law,  than  any 
Man  in  Chriftendom. 

Young  Rak.  Pfha  I  Pox  !  I’ll  be  Brother  to 
thee,  Man  ;  call  me  honeft  Jack.  [Hugs  htm.'\ 
We’ll  fmoak,  and  whore,  and  roar,  and  take 
a  Bottle  together. 

John.  Is  your  Name  John  f  Why,  Sir,  my 
Name’s  John  too  :  Adzooks,  that’s  brave ; 
honeft  John,  how  doft  do  ?  Damme  !  [Struts, 

Young  Rak.  Why  that’s  well  faid.  Boy; 
egad,  thou,  fwear’ft  like  a  Gentleman  already 

- Come,  my  little  Rake,  now  let’s  take  one 

cheating  Flask,  before  the  Parfon  does  his 
Bufinefs;  then  get  drunk,  break  Windows, 
maul  the  Watch,  and  bed  our  new  married 
W'ives  in  the  Round-houfe. 

John.  Ha  Boys !  gad  gramercy,  Brother- 
Father- in- Law.  [Exeunt 
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ACT  11. 

SCENE,  Friendly  V  Lodgings » 

Enter  Friendly  and  Young  Rakilh. 

Friend,  ITj^ELL,  Deary^zr^,  what  Succefs? 

^  ^  What  have  you  done  with  the  old 
Gentleman  ? 

Young  Rak.  Oh !  routed  him  Horfe  and  Foot, 
Ecce  fignum  /  Here’s  the  Golden  Plunder,  Boy  \ 
I  did  his  Buhnefs  the  firfl  Onfet ;  beat  him 
clearly  out  of  the  Fort  of  the  Lady’s  Favour, 
and  made  him  pay  four  hundred  Pieces  Contribu¬ 
tion,  before  I  delivered  her  up  into  his  Hands 
again  ? 

Friend.  And  have  you  done  it  ? 

Young- Ra^.  For  auo-ht  he  knows  I  have: 
but  by  what  I  know,  I  have  not;  In  fliort,  I 
neither  defign  to  quit  or  keep  the  Lady  any 
longer  than  fhe  ferves  my  Turn. 

Friend.  How  fo,  Man  ? 

Young  Rak,  Nay,  I  won’t  tell  you  my  Plot 
before-hand  :  For,  here  they  come,  and  the 

Farce  is  going  to  begin ;  pray,  obferve  us - 

You’ll  ftand  by  me  upon  Occafion. 

Friend.  O,  you  may  depend  upon  me. 

Enter  Major  and  Lady  Manlove. 


Maj.  Ah !  my  little  L!^d!  wifli  me  Joy, 
wifh  me  Joy,  Lad ! 


Friend. 
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Friend,  Joy  !  of  what,  Major  r 

T'he  Joy  of  all  Joys,  Boy :  Here’s  a 
beautiful  Lady,  Sirrah,  is  going  to  give  me 
Fifteen  Hundred  Pounds  a  Year  to  be  her  Bed- 
fell  ov/. 

triend.  Very  good  Pay,  I  wifh  your  Service 
may  be  able  to  deferve  it. 

Maj.  Able,  Sir  !  Pd  have  you  to  know,'  I 
am  as  young  as  ever ;  let  me  lay  my  Hand 
Upon  the  Adane,  Sir,  you’ll  find  I  can  jump 
into  the  Saddle  Fill. 

1'}  lend.  Pm  glad  to  fee  your  Ladyfhip  here. 
Madam. 

Lady  Man.  Dear  Mr.  Friendly,^  I  am  your 
mofi  humble  Servant ;  tho’,  I  dare  fwear,  you 
little  expected  it  upon  fo  important  an  Occa- 
lion. 

Friend,  Mayn’t  we  know  the  Occafion,  Ada- 
dam  ? 

Lady  Man.  I  vow,  Sir,  it’s  fuch  a  critical 
Point,  I  don’t  know  whether  my  Modefty  will 
be  able  to  go  through  with  the  Difcovery. 

Y  oung  Rak.  If  you  pleafe  to  give  ‘me  Leave, 
Madam,  I’ll  help  you  out  a  little. 

Maj.  Ay,  ay,  tell  him,  my  Vitt\e  Dacky, 

Young  Rak.  Well,  Sir,  not  to  keep  you  any 
longer  in  Sufpence,  the  Short  of  the  Bufmefs 
is  this :  T  his  noble  Lady  here,  generoufly  con- 
fidcrmg  my  Sufferings,  under  the  Tyranny  of 
an  unnatural  Father;  and  being  fenfible,  that 
by  Reafon  of  my  indefatigable  Love  to  her,  I  was 
in  a  perpetual  Danger  of  being  difinherited,  has,' 
out  of  her  abundant  GoodncTs,  pioufiy  confented 
to  revenge  me  of  the  faid  unnatural  Father,  by 
this  pubhck  Difappointmcnt  of  his  Hopes :  Hav- 

^  ing 
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ing  (to  his  utter  Confufion)  already  taken  to 
her  loving  Huiband,  the  individual  Perlbn  of 
me  his  lawfully  begotten  Son - John  Raktjh.  ■ 

Aiaj.  Humph!  what  is  all  this?  Do  you 
know,  Madam,  what  the  Devil  is  it  ? 

Lady  Man.  All  Truth,  Sir,  to  my  Know¬ 
ledge ;  the  whole  Truth,  and  nothing  but  the 
Truth  ;  ,So  take  me  John  Raktjh, 

[Gives  him  her  HancL 

Maj.  Oons  and  Hell !  I’ll  chine  the  Dog  to 
the  Navel.  [Draws. 

Friend,  Not  in  '  my  Houfe,  I  befeech  you. 
Major. 

Maj,  Pr’ythee,  dear  Ned,  let  me  come  at 
him  oh  !  he’s  a  bitter  Dog,  I  can’t  bear  him. 

[Frembling  with  Pajjion. 

Friend,  Pho !  pr’ythee  be  pacified  ^  if  he  muft 
be  run  thro’  the  Guts,  he’ll  deferve  it  an  Hour 
hence  as  well  as  now:  Befides,  I  would  have 
you  hear  what  he  can  fay  for  himfelf;  you  know 
he  does  not  ufe  to  be  Tongue-ty’d  upon  thefe 
Occafions. 

Maj.  Odfbud !  and  that’s  true,  my  little  Neddy! 
I  will  hear  the  Dog,  I  will  hear  him;  and  if  I 
am  trick’d,  I’m  fatisfy’d  I  fliall  have  the  Plea- 
fure  of  half  a  Dozen  rare  impudent  Faces  from 
the  unrighteous  Baftard,  to  back  his  Roguery 
.  howe’er-— - Come  hither,  Dacky,  ^ 

Yloun^Rak.  Well,  Sir. 

Maj.  Ay,  that’s  the  Look;  hark  you,  Iron- 
L'ace,  art  thou  not  a  perjured  Rogue?  Dofl  thou 
not  expcdf  to  be  fplit,  and  broil’d  upon  the 
Devil’s  Grid-iron. 

Young  Rak.  I  don’t  apprehend  you,  Sir. 
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Maj.  Did’ft  thou  not  promife,  Dog-,  to  re¬ 
nounce  all  Claim  to  that  Lady,  provided,  I 
would  quit  my  Title  to  the  Four  Hundred 
Pound? 

Young  Ra^.  Ay,  Sir,  but  I  confidered  four 
hundred  Pound  was  Money;  and  one  had  bet¬ 
ter  break  one’s  Word,  than  a  good.  Sum  ;  and 
I  thought  it  would  be  more  profitable  to  marry 
the  Lady  myfelf,  and  to  part  with  neither;  I 
know,  from  your  own  Example,  Sir,  you  won’t 
blame  me  for  good  Hufbandry. 

Maj.  Oh !  not  in  the  leaff,  my  dear  Hell- 
Face  !  thou  haff  obliged  me  to  the  laft  Degree, 
by  marrying  this  Lady ;  here,  I  can  do  no  lefs 
than  fettle  my  Eftate  upon  thee,  which  thou 
fhalt  have  with  a  Vengeance ;  that  is  to  fay,  I 
will  inffantly  make  Love  to  her  Daughter,  offer 
her  my  whole  Eflate  for  a  Jointure,  °cut  off  the 
Entail,  get  a  whole  Litter  of  Children,  and  dif- 
inherit  you,  you  Dog. 

Young  Look’ye,  Sir,  there  I  forbid  the 
Banns,  this  Lady  s  Daughter  is  now  mine,  and 
I  will  not  have  my  Family  difgrac’d,  by  admitt¬ 
ing  fuch  a  notorious  Rake-hell  for  my  Son-in- 
Law:  In  fhort,  your  Pretences  are  utterly 
againft  my  Confent,  and  I  pofitively  declare 
you  fhall  never  have  my  Bleffing. 

Maj.  What  a  crofs  old  Fellow  is  this  now  ? 
Oons !  Pd  give  five  thoufand  Pounds  to  make 
the  Whelp  my  Fathet'-in-Law. 

Young  Rak.  Come,  come,  Sir,  for  a  great 
deal  lefs  Money  you  fhall  make  this  Lady  mv 
Mother-in-Law.  ^  ^ 

Ha!  fay’fl  thou  fo,  my  little  D^ckyf 
Why,  art  not  married  ?  ha  !  fpeak. 

Young 
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Young  So  far  from  it,  Sir,  that  upon 
Condition  you  will  immediately  fign  this  Paper, 
which  will  entitle  me  to  four  hundred  Pounds  a 
Year  during  Life,  and  at  your  Deceafe  to  the 
reft  of  your  Eftate,  I  am  willing  this  Moment 
to  ftiow  myfelf  an  obedient  Son,  and  refign 
you  the  Lady. 

Lady  Afe.  BafeMan!  you  won’t  offer  to 
fell  me  ? 

[Offers  to  interrupt  him^  he  keeps  her  off. 

Young  Rak.  Don’t  you  trouble  yourfelf.  Ma¬ 
dam,  I  warrant  you  ;  and  to  fatisfy  you  that  my 
Meaning’s  honeft,  the  Writing  is  fo  drawn, 
that  unlefs  you  adlually  do  marry  the  Lady, 
you’re  not  obliged  to  give  me  a  Groat. 

Maj.  Say ’ft  thou  fo,  my  little  Dacky. 

[P  erufes  the  Paper. 

luzdy  Man.  Audacious  Villain !  have  youferv’d 

me  thus?  I  will  be  reveng’d,  tho’ I - here. 

Major,  [Gives  him  her  Hand]  upon  Condition-, 
you’ll  never  give  that  Villain  a  Groat,  I  will 
marry  you  this  very  Moment,  and  faye  you 
the  Money ;  nay,  do  but  engage  to  difinherit 
him  before  To-morrow  Morning,  and  I  here 
immediately  promife  you  fix  thoufand  Pounds 
in  ready  Gold  and  Jewels,  to  fatisfy  any  Ex¬ 
travagance  you  fhall  think  fit. 

Young  Rak.  So  ! 

Maj.  Difinherit  him  !  Odsbud,  your  Lady- 
fliip’s  too  merciful,  an  audacious  Rogue  !  to 
think  I  cou’d  be  fuch  a  Villain  to  wrong  a  Lady, 
Madam,  of  your  unfpotted  Virtue.  Oons  ! 
I  never  heard  fuch  an  impudent  Propofal  fince  I 
was  born,  Madam;  if  he  were  at  the  Gallows, 
with  the  Knot  under  his  Left  Ear;  nay,  if  the 

Word  were  given  for  the  Cart  to  drive  away. 

Blood 
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Blood  and  Brimftone  !  I  would  not  part  with 
Eighteen-pence  to  reprieve  him. 

Lady  Ma^/.  On  that  Condition  I  am  entirely 
yours. 

M?j,  Oons  !  A^adam,  Til  ruin  him  within 
this  half  Hour,  I’ll  drive  Revenge  quite  throuo-h 
his  Soul  j  nay,  1 11  fend  for  the  two  Besfgar- 
makers  of  the  Nation,  the  Prieil  and  the  Law¬ 
yer,  and  make  them  clinch  it  on  the  other 
Side. 

/'/vW.  What  the  Devil  fhall  we  do  now, 
P  was  there  ever  fuch  a  Difappointment  ? 

Young  RaL  Faith,  Ned,  the  has  Out-trump’d 
me,  that  s  the  Truth  on’t,  but  I  can’t  lofe  allj 
Man,  I  have  Pam  in  my  Hand  ftill. 

Friend.  W^hat  do  you  mean  i 

Young  Rak.  Her  Son,  her  Son,  Boy!  the 
Rogue  has  chofen  me  for  his  Guardian;  he 
will  be  here  prefently ;  PH  manage  him  to  fetch 
her  about,  Pll  warrant  you. 

Friend.  Igad,  that’s  lucky;  I  am  gald  you 
are  fure  of  a  Trick  to  fave  yourfelf  at  laft  ;  in 
the  mean  time.  Jack,  try  what  a  Court  Card 
will  do ;  play  your  Impudence  upon  them. 

Young  Rak.  Mum  I 

Lady  Man.  Now,  Devil,  I  am  reveno-’d  of 
you.  ° 

Young  Rak.  I  fancy  not.  Madam,- - 1 

fuppofe  your  Ladyfhip  does  not  know  that  thefe 
are  the  W ritings  of  your  Son  Johnny  s  Eftate,  by 
him  the  faid  John  this  very  l5ay  ftolen  out  of 
your  Cabinet;  which,  becaufe  I  am  his  Guar¬ 
dian,  1  will  thus  re-put  into  my  Pocket. 

Lady  Man.  Monfter  !  You  his  Guardian  I 

Young  At  your  Service,  Madam. 

Lady  Man.  You  dare  not  tell  me  fo  ! 

Youna: 
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Young  Rak.  O  !  I  have  a  great  deal  more  to 
tell  you,  Madam ;  I  mufl  have  a  thoufand 
Pound  out  of  your  Hands  To-morrow  Morning, 
to  put  him  and  his  Wife  into  a  'handiome 
Equipage.  , 

Lady  A^'Inn.  His  Wife  ! 

Young  His  Wife,  Madam  ;  fhe  has  had 
as  good  an  Education,  as  your  Ladyfliip’s  Ser¬ 
vice  could  afford.  - - —  Lettice^  I  think  her 

Name  is. 

lyady Undone  !  Undone! 

Alaj.  Ha  !  Madam,  what’s  the  Matter  now  ? 

Lady  Mafi.  Oh  I  my  Child’s  ruin’d  for  ever. 

Young  Rak.  That’s  as  you  pleafe.  Madam.  _ 

Lady  Man.  What  fays  the  Monfter  ? 

Young  Rak.  That  your  Son,  Madam,  fhall 
not  be  ruin’d,  provided  you  will  promifc  me 
not  to  marry  that  old  Fellow,  unlefs  he  figns 
my  Settlement.  In  fhort.  Madam,  upon  that 
Condition,  I  will  not  only  refign  your  Son  and  his 
P' ortune  into  your  Hands  again  :  But,  I  will  like- 
wife  engage  to  find  a  lawful  Expedient  to  dif- 
annul  his  Marriage ;  which,  if  you  don’t  im¬ 
mediately  comply  with  me,  fhall  be  an  eternal 
Secret ;  fo  ev’n  let  him  fquander  away  his  Eftate 
as  he  pleafes,  I’ll  make  a  Shift  to  glean  a  hand- 
fome  Livelihood  out  on’t,  I  warrant  you. 

Friend.  Nay,  Madam,  this  is  a  very  generous 
Propofal;  now,  if  your  Son’s  ruin’d,  you’re 
the  Occafion  of  it. 

Lady  Man.  Sir,  I  befeech  you,  don’t  name 
it :  I’ll  not  believe  a  Word  he  fays,  I  dare  fwear 
this  is  all  a  Sham,  a  poor  Pretence,  only  to  get 
his  Ends  of  me. 

Maj, 
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Nouns]  Madam,  you  have  nick’d  it.' 
But,  if  it  were  true,  let  me  alone  to  manage 
him  j  I  know  him  by  Experience.  Why,  the 
Dog  had  the  Impudence  t’other  Day  to  aft  me 
to  lend  him  Fifty  Pounds ;  and  in  lefs  than  a 
Quarter  of  an  Hour,  I  brought  him  down  to 
Three  and  Six-pence. 

Lady  Man,  No,  Devil,  I  fhall  hear  of  nothing 
but  Revenge. 

Young  Rak.  Nay  then,  Madam,  ’tis  time  for 
me  to  provide  for  myfelfj  here  comes  one  I 
am  fure  will  Hand  by  me. 

Enter  Johnny  with  Lettice,  and  one  in  a  Ear  fords 

Habit, 

John,  Toll,  loll,  loll  I  a  Hey !  where’s 
Brother-F  ather-in-Law  ?  ^Singing, 

Young  Rak,  Ha !  ray  little  Imp  of  Lewdnefs  ! 
how  doft  thou  ? 

John,  How  do  If  why,  I’m  married,  Boy! 
How  fhou’d  I  do  ? 

Young  Rak,  Give  you  Joy,  Madam. 

[Saluting  Lettice. 
Lady  Man,  What  do  I  fee  ?  Undone  !  Un¬ 
done  ! 

Humph  !  The  Prieft  there  too;  nay, 
then  Mifchief  is  not  far  off.  [ Afide, 

John,  Well,  but  hark’ye  John^^  how  do  my 

Mother  and  you  agree  ?  What,  ben’t  you  mar¬ 
ried  yet  ? 

O  dear  Squire  !  no,  nor  am  I 
like  to  be;  fheisjuft  going  to  be 'married  to 
my  rather. 

John, 


ne  School-Boy.  43 

John.  Odsflefh!  I  thought  as  much  ;  did  not 
I  tell  you,  you  did  not  know  her  ?  Did  not  I 
tell  you  fo  ?  Look’ye  there  are  two  Things 
fhe  never  kept  in  her  Life,  and  that  is  a  Faff- 
Day  and  a  Promife  ;  to  my  certain  Knowledge 
her  Word  is  but  Wind,  and  Icod  fhe  no  more 
values  to  break  one  than  t’other. 

Young Well,  Squire,  it  lhall  never  trouble 
me,  as  long  as  I  fufFer  upon  your  Account; 
for  to  tell  you  the  Truth,  the  real  Occafion  of 
her  Difcarding  me,  was  my  friendly  Promotion 
of  your  Marriage  :  But,  there’s  a  very  eafy  Way 
to  reward  my  Service,  which  is,  that  upon 
Condition  my  Father  will  fign  this  Writing, 
you  will  generoufly  condefeend  to  chufe  him 
for  your  Guardian. 

John,  ril  do’t,  anh  were  ten  Times  more  to 
ferve  you;  let’s  fee  the  Writing,  I’ll  do’t  Icod. 

Young  Rak.  There,  Sir.  [Gives  them  to  him. 

John.  Look’ye,  Sir, - You - Mr. - 

Mr.  John's  Vather  here;  I  don^t  know  what 
your  Name  is,  not  I;  but  if  you  think  fit, 
d’ye  fee,  to  fign  this  Paper,  I’ll  make  you  my 

Guardian - That’s  all  I  have  to  fay  to  you : 

_ So  take  and  look  it  over. 

Maj.  Let’s  fee,  my  dear  Lad. 

Young  Rak.  Madam,  I  am  fenfible  a  W ord 
from  you  wou’d  finilh  the  Bufinefs ;  if  you 
will  hand  my  Friend,  I  am  ftill  ready  to  dif- 
annul  your  Son  s  IVIarriage.  [AJlde  to  L»  IMan. 

Lady  Man.  Alas  !  Heaven  knows,  I  would 
do  it,  were  there  but  a  PoflibiKty  of  your  mak- 
ino;  your  Words  true. 

Young  Rak.  Madam,  this  Gentleman^s  Word 
and  Honour  fhall  be  your  Security. 

Friend. 
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Friend.  Madam,  I’Jl  engage  for  him. 

Lady  Man.  Well,  I  find  it  is  in  vain  to 
contend  with  him;  therefore,  dear  Major,  fign 
it  immediately,  and  from  this  Moment,  all  I 
have  is  yours. 

Maj,  O  Madam!  a  Word  from  you  would 
make  me  do  ten  Times  more.  [Signs  //.] 
1  here,  7Ved,  you  are  obliged  to  fee  him  per¬ 
form  Articles;  if  he  keeps  his  Word,  much 
good  may  it  do  him. 

Young  Fa^.  Come,  Squire,  are  you  con¬ 
tented  this  Gentleman  fhall  marry  your  Mo- 
thej,  and  be  your  Guardian.? 

John.  ^  es  I  be ;  and  fo  let  him  take  miy 

Writings - and  pray  don’t  ye  cheat  me  now  ; 

it  s  for  John’s  Sake,  I  tell  you  that - — 

Young  Rak.  Madam,  now  to  difiipate  your 
Fears  :  In  one  W^ord,  I  muft  tell  you,  that 
your  Son  John  here,  my  Brother  Eleft,  k  not 
married. 

^  Lady  Man.  How,  not  married  !  You  over¬ 
joy  me.  Sir :  Make  it  appear,  and  you  fhall 
never  want  a  Friend  of  me. 

John.  What  a  Devil  makes  you  raife  fuch  a 
Lye  now  ? 

Young  Rak.  Pr’ythce,  dear  Squire,  don’t  in¬ 
terrupt  us. 

7^/;;?.  I  will  interrupt  you  then;  what  do  you 
move  me  for  ?  I  be  married,  fo  I  be  ;  yes  I  be, 
1  be. 


Young  Rak.  Silence  !  Come  Mrs.  Leitice^  pray 
fatisfy  my  Lady,  and  this  good  Company,  con- 
grning  your  fuppos’d  Marriage  with  this  young 


John. 
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John.  Ay,  ay,  do  let  her  fpeak,  with  all  my 
Heart ;  fee  who  will  prove  the  Lyar,  Mr.  John, 

Lett.  Well,  Squire,  fince  1  muft  fpeak  then, 
I  declare  before  my  Lady  and  this  good  Com¬ 
pany,  that  I  neither  am  your  Wife,  nor  ever 
will  be. 

Young  Rak.  Now,  Squire,  what  fay  you  ? 

John.  I  fay  fhe  lies - fhe  is  my  Wife,  and 

you  know  it  well  enough,  and  the  Parfon  knows 
it  too ;  What  a  Rope  did  I  give  him  T wo  Crown- 
pieces  for  ? 

Maj.  Nouns  !  I  don’t  know  what  to  make 
of  this  Bufmefs  ;  one  fays  Ay,  and  t’other  fays 

No - Pr’ythee,  dear  Domine.^  put  us  out  of 

our  Pain :  Come,  anfwer  to  the  Queftion,  Are 
they  married  or  not  ? 

Foot.  I  muft  confefs.  Sir,  at  my  Matter’s 
Requett,  I  did  mumble  over  a  Parcel  of  Words, 
that  fatisfied  the  young  Squire,  as  well  as  if 
they  had  been  Canonical :  But  to  convince  you 
that  it  was  not  in  my  Power  to  do  him  any  In¬ 
jury  that  Way,  I  am  no  Parfon,  but  your  Wor- 
fhip’s  humble  Servant  and  Footman,  Tom  Skip- 
kennel.  [^Throws  ojf  his  Gown. 

Young  Rak.  Trufty  at  your  Service, 
Madam. 

Lady  Man.  Well,  dear  Sir,  this  was  kindly 
done  of  you. 

Lett.  Madam,  I  beg  your  Ladyfhip’s  Pardon  : 
I  muft  confefs  I  had  like  to  have  married  my 
young  Mafter;  but  Mr.  Rakijh  foon  convinc’d 
me,  what  an  uneafy  Life  I  muft  have  expedled 
from  your  Ladyfhip  and  the  reft  of  his  Relations : 
But  to  fatisfy  you.  Madam,  that  I  never  intend 
to  have  any  Thoughts  of  him  as  long  as  I  live, 
Mr.  Rakijl)  has  been  pleafed  to  give  me  his 

Bond, 
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Bond,  to  pay  me  Thirty  Pounds  a  Year  dur¬ 
ing  Life,  provided  I  immediately  leave  the 
Town,  and  go  and  live  with  my  Friends  in 
'  the  Country ;  which  I  faithfully  promife  your 
Ladyihip  to  perform  To- morrow  Morning  ;  and 
fo,  dear  Squire,  pray  wifh  me  a  good  Journey, 
as  I  do  you  a  better  Wife,  and  many  happy 
Days. 

^john.  What  will  you  leave  me  now  ?  Are 
thefe  your  Tricks  ?  Pray  give  me  myPurfe  again, 
fince  you  won’t  marry  me,  young  Gentlewo¬ 
man  !  You  fhall  have  no  fine  Cloaths,  I’ll  tell 
you  that;  give  me  my  Purfe,  will  ye. 

Lady  Man.  Sirrah,  let  her  alone ;  that  Purfe 
you  purloin’d  from  me,  and  Ihe  (hall  keep  it : 
Nay,  to  reward  her  Honefty,  I’ll  prefent  her 
with  this  Ring,  as  an  Earneft  of  my  future 
Kindnefs. 

Lett,  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladyfhip. 

^ohn.  What !  and  fo  I  am  to  be  cheated  out 
of  my  Money  too :  This  is  along  of  you,  Mr. 
John. 

Young  Rak.  Come,  come,  Squire,  don’t  be 
troubled  ;  when  you  want  Money,  com.c  to  me: 
In  the  mean  time,  hark  in  your  Ear,  I  have  a 
pretty  young  Wench  in  my  Eye  for  you  — 
ihe  will  be  in  Town  in  two  or  three  Days 
• .  Mum  ! 

John.  Pfha  !  what  do  I  care  for  a  W ench,  if 
I  can’t  have  her  when  I  have  a  Mind  to  it !  Ad, 
I  thought  to  have  had  fuch  a  Night  on’t  now  ! 
and  now  the  Parfon  has  faid  Grace,  you  tell 
me  I  fhall  go  to  Dinner  a  Month  hence. 

Young  Why  then,  to  ftay  your  Stomach, 
go  with  me  to  the  laft  A6l  of  the  Play,  and  I’ll 

fhow 
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1  (how  you  one  that  never  deny’d  a  Man  twice  in 
I  her  Life. 

John,  Ay,  fo  you  fay  !  but  I  warrant  fhe  will 
pull  me  by  the  Hair,  if  I  offer  to  meddle  with 
her. 

Young  jRa^,  Come,  come,  I’ll  ftand  your 

Friend  ;  obferve  what  I  fay  to  your  Mother - 

Madam,  your  Son  is  fenhble  of  his  Error,  and 
defires  your  Ladyfliip  will  take  him  into  Favour 
again  ;  from  this  time  he  has  promifed  never  to 
difobey  you. 

No,  no  more  I  won’t  indeed,  Mother, 
if  you  will  but  let  me  go  with  Mr.  to  fee 
the  Plav  To-Night. 

Lady  A/an.  Well,  be  obedient  for  the  future, 
and  no  reafonable  Freedom  fhall  be  denied 
you. 

Oh,  Lord  !  thank  you,  dear  Mother  ; 
I  am  glad  we  are  Friends  again  :  Lord  !  I  am 
fo  glad  !  won’t  ye  bufs  me.  Mother  ?  [Kijfes  her. 

Young  Kak.  So,  now  I  hope  we  are  all 
Friends. 

Friend.  Well,  Major,  are  you  fatisfied  that 
your  Son  has  perform’d  his  Articles  t  Shall  I 
deliver  him  the  Writing.? 

Alaj.  Why  the  Dog  has  done  fomething  for’t, 
that’s  the  Truth  on’t;  though  I  will  lay  Fifty 
Pound,  I  have  Seven  to  Fourupon’t  before  To¬ 
morrow  Morning. 

Young  Rah  Well,  Sir,  I  wifh  you  ^oy,  and 
thank  you  for  my  Settlement  j  tho’  it’s  an 
Hundred  to  One,  the  World  will  think  you 
have  given  it  me,  becaufe  you  could  not  help 
it. 

Maj, 
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Maj.  Ay,  and  I  warrant,  Dacky^  they  will  be  J 
apt  to  fay  too,  that  thoti  art  as  well  fatisfy’d,  * 
as  if  I  had  given  it  thee  with  a  Good-will. 

Young  Rak:  Ay,  People  will  out  with  their 
bold  Truths  now  and  then  :  You  feej  Sir,  th^^ 
ftrange  Power  of  a  little  Money;  but  now  iPd^ 
very  probable  5^ou'  and  I  may  he  good  Frlendf  '' 
as  long  as  we  live  :  But  when  .Old  Gentlemen^^ 
expe£l;  their  Sons  fliou’d  love  them  heartily,!* 
without  an  hearty  Allowance,  iPs  a  Sign  they 
have  more  Money  than  Wifdom  :  Where  Fa-  ! 
thers  are  clofe-flfted,  and  think  the  Want 


Of  worldly  Blejftng  does  their  Sons  no  Wrongs 
Thoje  Sons  will  think  fuch  Fathers  live  too  long. 
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